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wine glasses filled & rc-·cmptied fingers twisted around the hard veins of soEl 
upholstery outside the smell oF smoke & rain the moon anchors itselF to the 
hours she leans Forward to fit more sky into the night the eyelash-curl of her 
spine like in sleep l should go she says words fix themselves to the walls 
the cat is a shadow wanting a moth car doors slam in the distance [ should 
go she says & one eye catches the break oF a smile finished bottles dressctl 
in white paper rest between their open palms on the street fallen leaves rush 
& suck like the ocean l should go she says moves away From the lit porch 
stepping into blue air docs not stop until she is wearing the night 1 shoulcl 
go she says. 
